WATER  UNDER  THE  BRIDGES

Trafiil Lake and fishing in a reedy bay late in the evening. By dinner-
time another Scot, Macrae, and myself had caught sixteen American
brook trout, the smallest of which was over 4 Ib.

To my great regret the British squadron in South American waters,
comprising the subsequently famous Exeter, Ajax, and Achilles^ never
visited Buenos Aires whilst I was there. The C.-in-C at that time
was Admiral the Hon. Sir Matthew Best, and one of my most vivid
experiences was waiting for the Admiral to land in a sea-plane on the
Traful Lake. He came to pay me a call and to have a day's fishing,
and to do so, as his flagship was in Chilean waters, he had to fly over
the Andes. In itself it was no mean feat. The lake, too, was un-
charted water and could be pretty rough at times. I can still see the
plane coming from afar and circling round to make a perfect landing.

I was sorry to leave the Primavera that February 1937. It had been
so peaceful down there, and my heart was full of profound misgivings
about the future. In fact, I gave myself only just time to pack up and
say good-bye to many friends. Partly because the Blue Star Line
could not provide me with the accommodation which I required, and
partly because I wanted an opportunity to rub up my German,
I travelled back to England on the CapArcona of the German Hamburg-
Amerika Line, and reached London at the end of March.
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